way home to Florence-----That Roman visit is one of the
good memories*...
Another expedition was undertaken later in that same
year and had a double objective. We were due in any case
to leave and re-enter the country in order to renew our
right to the * tourist lira* (an expedient suggested by the
obliging manager of the Banco di Roma in Florence).
Also, since by then there were rumours of war, we had
naively decided to inspect Lugano as a possible place of
refuge upon which we could rely and where we and the
dog Fido could be joined in an emergency by Evguenia.
She was by that time no longer in Italy but was living in
Paris, visiting us only occasionally.
Fido was a very important consideration and one of our
main objects was to ascertain beyond all doubt that in no
-event would he be refused hospitality. He was an outsize
white poodle of unknown age and origins who had been
bought by John in die Via Tornabuoni. On a December
day of arctic tramontana she had seen him offered for sale in
^the^treet. He was closely shaven and trembling with cold
and the transaction was a matter of only a few minutes.
Half an hour later he was perfectly happy, sharing our
luncheon in Doney's restaurant. He grew to love us both,
but he was always her dog and he never for a moment
allowed me to forget it; he was as clever as he was loving
and as devoted as he was brilliantly intelligent He became
a very well-known figure in Florence, especially in Doney's
tea rooms, where he would always sit upright on a dhair
beside John, occasionally laying one paw gently on the
table until a waiter would bring two sponge fingers on a
plate 'per il Signorino* ... If he was kept waiting unduly
he would get down from his chair and go to the counter
and put both paws upon it in front of the gkss bottle that
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